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ENGLISH—AND SUCH
S it not strange how the

myth perseveres!

Anglo-
Saxon" myth perseveres! On both
sides of the Atlantic frantic friends

of England are beseeching us to

do the brother act of liands-

across-the-sea—to England's advantage, of

course. The argument offered is the ab-

surd one that we are all "Anglo-Saxons"
and therefore brothers. We are not. And
there is no Anglo-Saxon race. If that race did

not perish to make a Scandinavian holiday un-

der Knute and Hardiknute, it was certainly

gobbled up by the Normans under William the

Conqueror. In his book, "Brother Copas,"
Quiller-Couch makes Gopas say: "But the

pedantry of Freeman and his sect, who tried

to make 'English' a conterminous name and
substitute for 'Anglo-Saxon,' was only by one

degree less offensive than the ignorance of our

modern journalist who degrades Englishmen
by writing them doAvn (or up, the poor fool

imagines) as Anglo-Saxons."

And William's title of "Conqueror" is

somewhat of a misnomer. Every race that in-

vaded Britain's shores subjected its inhabitants

to a species of serfdom. The Picts and Scots

(Celts) were the first to make inroads upon
the barbarian Britons. Following these came
the Saxons, Jutes and Angles. Then came the

Danes. And each of these peoples subjugated
Britain. Through all the centuries up to the

twelfth the British were a servile race. We
are told that St. Patrick was a serf in Ireland.

We may credit this as a fact Avhen we consider

that Dumbarton, Scotland, the Saint's birth-

place, was, before the readjustment of the

boundary between England and Scotland, situ-

ated within the limits of Britain rather than
of Caledonia.

The Angles gave their name to the country
they conquered. All of the races gave a com-
mingling of blood and an admixture of lan-

guage. So that, assuming with Caesar that the

barbarians that he overcame were Britons, the

inhabitants of England today are not the

Anglo-Saxon race, but the Brito-Saxo-Juto-
Anglo-Danish-Norman race ! There was a fine

melting-pot, for you. But it took the blood of

the Norman Celt to put a back-bone into the

wobbly thing he found on the far side of the

(channel, and produce—an Englishman !

As there is no Anglo-Saxon race, so is there

no Anglo-Saxon language—save a dead one.

In replying to an assertion that historians trace

fill that is noblest in English poetry back to

, Copas says
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"the fine rugged epic" of Beowulf
again :

' * Fine rugged fiddlestick * ^ -^ •" i once
spent a month or two iii mastering Anglo-
Saxon, having a suspicion of Germans when
they talk about English literature, and a deeper
suspicion of English critics who ape them.
Then I tackled Beowulf, and found it to be
what I guessed—no rugged national epic at
all, but a blown-out bag of bookishness* * * *

That's what the whole Anglo-Saxon race had
become Avh en Alfred arose to galvanize 'em for
awhile—a herd of tall, flabby, pale-eyed men,
who could neither fight, build, sing, nor enforce
laAvs. And so our England—wise as Austria in

mating—turned to other nuptials and married
William the Norman. Behold then a new
breed ; the country covered with sturdy, bul-
let-headed, energetic fellows who are no sooner
born than they ^y to work—hammers going,
scaft'olds climbing, cities, cathedrals springing
up by magic * * * * and so—pop !—down the
wind goes your pricked bladder of a Beowulf

:

down the Avind that blows from the Mediter-
ranean, Avhence the arts and the best religions
come." Further on he makes the sage remark:
"No pure Anglo-Saxon, by the ^y'dy, ever had
a round head!" So it seems that not even the
Irish-hating Cromwell and the other round-
heads Avere Anglo-Saxons.

The allusion to Cromwell makes introduc-
tion to the Irish, and so we shall have to pay
our respects to them—contrasting them wiNi
the British. I ask you to read Benedict Fitz-

patrick's "Ireland and the Making of Britain,"
from Avhich Avork much of the folloAving couple
of paragraphs is lifted.

The Normans conquered England at the
close of the eleventh century. The Normans
settled in Ireland at the close of the twelfth
century. At a later time the Norman chieftains
Avho Avent over to Ireland Avith StrongboAV be-
came more Irish than the Irish themselves

—

Count de Burgos, for instance, becoming plain
Mr. Burke. No invading race ever made serfs

of the Irish. They Avere ahvays a victorious
people. By the Avay, it's a trite thing to say
noAv that the best English today is spoken in
Dublin. But that isn't becasue the educated
Dublinites say Tay Pay O'Connor as Queen
Elizabeth Avould have said it, but because they
never get mixed up Avith "shall" and "avIU"
or "should" and "Avould." If you would
speak good English, me boys, imitate your Irish

and not your English cousins

!

Wales and Scotland endured for centuries


